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Azainais an 18 y/o poet and photographer from Lahore, Pakistan.
Through art she tries to find solace and a home in someone else's
heart.

Instagram: @azainart

Blog: dearanxiousheart.art.blog
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HLR - Peculiar Times (Prd2andemic)

We live in peculiar times:

we start a nevashtray in a plastic yoghurt pot

instead of emptying the big glass one

thatdés fit for purpose but
then repeat until your entire room

has turned into one giant tray of ash;

rely too heavily on answers
garnered from an upturned glass

shifting gracelessly across a ouija board;

take 133 tablets of psychiatric medicine every week
and still feel so terribly unwell, like

if your brain doesndot kil

wonder how you still have room

for all the painkillers, vitamins angarcotics
that also allege to make you feel better
but take them anyway, then hear them

rattle inside you whenever you move;

we speak Nadsat without realising,

then are surprised and disappointed

overfl owing,

when others donot under st and

judge people based on the ¢ystyle and colour
of the material covering their feet
and be cruel to strangers

solely because of their eyebrow shape;

wake up totally exhausted after 8 hours of uninterrupted sleep;

t hen
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feel more inspired standing outside the house
that your favourite writekilled herself in

than at the house in which she lived;

live and die without a single person knowing you;

drink a can of coke and then eat a mento mint

and marvel at the fact that your stomach has

take our old selves for granted and therklaarselves

when we discover t hat webdbve | ost our best s e

feel offended about every. single. thing. all. of. the. time.;

cause offense to those who think yghouldbe offended and are offended that they are not;

cause offense by opening our mouths / cause offense by keeping our mouths shut;

buy a pack of 500 bobby pins and only have 6 left in your possession two weeks later;

go from an immense feeling of relief
when the pregnancy test is negative
to an immediateense of utter horror
when you realise that 1 f youdre not pregnant

then youbve just gotten f at;

drive to the middle of nowhere and engage in primal scream therapy;

throw away the (perfectly good) first and last slices of a loaf of bread

but pick green fur b the remaining slices;

feel unreasonably angry that the picladread

is takingsobloodylongto turn to toast under the broken amber grill;



hear our friendbs voice from behind us say w
fA watchedbreadnevertoasts 0  aughdandllaagh and laugh

until you smell burning. Repeat ad nauseam.

HLR (she/her) writes poetry and short prose about living with chronic mental iliness, trauma,

and grief. Her work has been widely published since 2013, most recently by Misery Tourism

and SCAB Magazine. HLR is the winner of The Desmond O'Grady InterridRiosiay Prize

2021. She is the author of prosetry coll ecti
Bone)and micre hap 6 Portrait of the Poet as a Hot N
north London where she was born and raised. Twitter: @HitBw 1G: hel.rol



Clem Flowers 22 Piece Serving

Rattlesnake cowpoke in your fresh $200 boots.
Heart only wants to sing the sad songs

But you've never really known

Anything but the bonanza & the lilacs

& feastingon the salad days

How your blood of the cacti would
laugh

at your preferred smokes

& powdered eyes

while you walk

through the new patch

of rusted rain.

Long night in the Blazing Heat district
uptown.

"It's so hard to be a winner"

in dripping peony letters

on the last

of the peeling circus posters

on the crosswalk switches on every corner.
Water tower caught fire

& the lunchtime readers

sat on the hill

to take in

the blaze;

hard to imagine

a better prize than this.

Clem Flowers (They/ Them) is a soft spoken southern transplant living in spitting distance of
some mountains in Utah. Maker of a fine omelet, but scrambled egg game needs some fine
tuning. Nb & bi, they live in a cozy apartmevith their wonderful wife & sweet calico Kkitty.
They can be found on Twitter at @hand_springs777



Randall McNair- My Short Obit

Face down on the futén

d o g 6 8 furhstindk,
squeeze toy in my ribs.

| am unable to move

even at the shutter and flash
of the camera.

I i magine heds the Coroner.

It was the Jackl wish to tell him.

Or maybe the 4006s of malt | iquor.

No matter, soon my fate will be zipped up,

refrigerated, my memory reduced to a picture

in the local paper with my name below

next to a couple words |1 6ve |l ong known

were coming: Dead, Liquor.

Described by his friends as Poet Laureate of the Absurd, Randall McNair spent the better
part of a decade drinking himself silly at a sni@dk in Tustin, California. While there, he
began writing po-awardwinninglatbo of thédnBar Poamk deiiep | e
(Dispatches from the Swinging Door Saloon, Make it a Double and Last Call). His first two
books can be purchased at http://wwargmems.com, with Last Call due out later in 2021.
You can follow the wild workings of his boeddled brain at:

Website: https://www.mcnairpoet.com.
Twitter: @mcnairpoet

FB: @mcnairpoet

IG: @mcnairpoetry

Pinterest: @mcnairpoet






Elizabeth Sallow my little frankenstein

i craft you from pieces of my heart,

begging you to |l ove me, saying O6pretty pleas
i assemble you with my fingertips, with

my needle ad cotton. i stitch you together

limb by limb, piece by piece: blood and bone.

but my fingers are starting to break. and vyo
bleeding out. i suppose mine was never going to make

for a good transplant: too much loss, too much pain,

but i tnoveanywayumydingers are still mine,
br oken, but theydédre mine: although, while we
table, while i6ve got the sewing kit, do you

too? of course you do. here you go, my darling.

i snap off my knuckles and arrange them to spell

0i Yau&®. i arrange them to write 6i |l ove you
theydédre both |lies. youdre made from my soul,
and bone. I candét hate, too much anger, too
and for the same reason, i candét |l ove. so be
made of me, you,deméh Wwhems mémeither

making pinpricks on your palms to sew on ten more.

you dondét | ove me, even when i6m threading n
and giving you whatos | eft of me.

except 1 6m bleeding too much to sew, thereos
on the carpet, beige and burgundy, and i 6m c
your corpse. honesty is al/l [ have | eft so i
darlingbéb. therebébs menace on my tongue and
sickness in my throat. all we have is a bloodbath,

youdre screaming &kielvliermed and i 6m yelling
itos all a beautiful haze until 1 start sewi
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i get out the |l ighter. i dm ruined, and you a
there are claws in our souls. i pin my needle back in place

and i pick you up with whatoés | eft: bar e, bl
you scream enough for it to ring, enough for me to ignore it.

I press you into my heart, squeezing you tight as my body wracks

as my fingers bleed, as your clothing soaks, and you whisper

6youbre a witché and i take a breath: O6so ar

Elizabeth Sallow (she/her) is a queer nineteen yeawbladl lives in a small village in the UK.

She believes in the universal and connective power of literature and hopes that she can make
people feel understood in a way that she did growing up with her head in a book. She also
likes succulents. It's a problerdou can find her on Instagra@elizabeth.sallow
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Inimfon InyangKpananthia- Metamorphosis

oftentimes, i have wished my being into a bird for flight to a familiar existence. forged wings
from petals of trodden daffodil.

sometimes we can only become again by taking one thing and replacing it with another.
psychiatrists call ia defence mechanism. but some things cannot be replaced like

the foamy cushion of your palm against mine. your unfettiengghterlike a volcanic

eruption. the haunting soothingness of your cotton voice.

now let me tell you about thsomberveil and how it suffocates me. how the air around me
grows caustic and how each day is an updated version of darkness and the thornfaicethis p
flourish like stubborn weed. if you can

see me you will see it. two chronically tgaslished irises . you will see it. 365 days of

waiting and waiting for another reality. another leaflet in time with our backs on green grass.
our eyes mirroring thstars. you by my side.

i am at the cusp of an unprepaified metamorphosis. i wish i knew the equation that turns

glass into clay.

Inimfon InyangKpanantia is a writer living in Uyo. He is an undergraduate of the

Department of Medicine and S)ary, Univerisity of Uyo. His works have been published on

the Kalahari Review and wndrrng. He loves his family fiercely, God, books, good music and
movies. Because he believes Medicine, the selfish course, shouldn't end his love for the arts;
he keeps wting at the dead of night, keeps singing, keeps Shakespeare and Frost and
Rimbaud in his miriibrary.
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Joshua Effiong Un-extinguishing A Man

somehow  my mind becomes an abyss

encasing
the many i want to control like the way
things my heart still dances
to this flame even when it & the fluidity of
burns time.

iam here  on this longlistof  people who have acquired

readjustment for survival. perhaps
as a skill Charles Darwin forgato
include the

unpredictability theory of survival. everyday i wake
of life in his to filter lumps from my
breath. look

this poem IS not a suicide but a canvas on which i
note paint alivemy soul

& spirit.

to kill a man poison his spirit & watch the aftereffects
you first monopolize his body.

iam no man to be quenched before his illumination.

A Nigerian by birth, Joshua Effiong is a lover of poetry & here he finds freedom. His works
has appeared/forthcoming in Eboquills, Kalahari Review, Shallow Tales Review, Rough Cut
Press, Madrigal Press, Warning lines, Hearth Magazine etc. Author of Aubdpgsyngs

Left Unnamed. He also find joy in photography and reading. Connect with him via Instagram
@josh.effiong and twitter @JoshEffiong
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HLR - Cereal for Dinner

Sometimes, when consciousness was simply too

painful for our sensitive souls, we wouwddnsume

enough vodka, valium and zopiclone to induce

unnatural hibernaticaar.eoWe called it Asilly s
because, although it wasnét smart, it was ne
for survival. When we finally awoke from our ignorance

and went outdoors, we discovered thatii@phad happened

while we slept. The only time that red and pink ever look

good together is when the cherry blossom trees have erupted

outside the fire station. | wonder what else we missed

while we slept away those finite and unwanted hours of ours.

Later, when we were eating cereal for dinner, we realised that

nobody had missed us, and, most terribly, we

HLR (she/her) writes poetry and short prose about living with chronic mental iliness, trauma,

and grief. Her work ha been widely published since 2013, most recently by Misery Tourism

and SCAB Magazine. HLR is the winner of The Desmond O'Grady International Poetry Prize
2021. She is the author of prosetry coll ecti
Bone) andnicroc hap 6 Portrait of the Poet as a Hot N
north London where she was born and raised. Twitter: @HLRwriter / IG: hel.rol
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Arun Paul Kapuii District

Enigmatic. Charismatic. Passionate. Lover of life and all truth that binds
together. Arun Kapur is a mental health advocate that uses the medium
the arts to raise awareness of stigmas and-veihg. He believes that
through art, our voices will begard.



Jamie Weil to my shadow

i tend to forget how | ong i6ve known you,;
how long since you fell, blood dripping,

covered in flowers, in a tattered nightgown.

how | thought you were an angel, when

really you were an acrobat; it was a casualty

of balance that sent you down.

i tend to forget how | ong youdbve been healin
how long since those wounds became mine

how i 6d swoon and forget my tenderness.

how we would talk for hours, of dust storms

and rainfall; of great consistencies.

i 6d | erosensewfimeaming.

i tend to forget your need for attention;

how you spend beauty, wrench it from within

as if your shimmering breath is a commodity.

how youdbve permeated my thoughts, my skin
and how you clot every time i am vulnerable.

i tend to forget myself when you call.

but i remember, when the vitriol settles,
i am rendered strange without you;

little lights framing a headless form.

Jamie Weil (She/Her) has been writing poetry for thaed-a-half years, but had been

writing sappy song lyrics long before that. She is a recent graduate of Oberlin College,
whereshewaseawi nner of the 2021 Emma Howmg,| Poetr
Jamie enjoys sketching, embroidery, watching baseball and basketball, and playing and/or

l i stening to music. Her wwideVolcearsiCaicekwater publ i s
Magazine.
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Woof Achoe Mother of God

And into our shrine, there comasstranger
A traveler from out of time

Close encountefisanother kind

They sit inside and learn our fears

as do the better half across this sphere
Though they may grow into our hearts
we can only bless them

and send them out into the dark

Let 6 s engthsskip oartmask

Knight a saint, Wyf of Bathe

Show your shiny hackles

We can still haggle

Theyore unaheaftf oot, fore
-Yea, though | walk the vale of death

They only just notice you

to stop and let go of you

Lift prayers on black sabbath

A synecdoche of horror made manifest

in a dread | etter: fAWe regret to inform youé

In our shrine appeared a stranger

A traveler from out of time

Now itbdés useless to cry

They sat inside and learned our fears

Still itds not enough to say they I|lived
So everthough they hate to break our hearts

Theydve come and gone

in their spacecraft
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Andrew Macdonald Redundant cathedrals

What prevents belief rage and hate live in

under barbed wires of ghouled feelings

emblems report of among

sarcophagirimmed their generations.

Invested faith permits this

as veiled gods rim

fad chuckles mouths swallow,

muted for the cause

scores of ancients©é6

wisdoms precluded.

Now a gargoyl edbs cage,

what falls down viaducts of learning

channelled to rituals

the meanings acquired them.

It is a deist clause

age imposed tours presumptive.

We leave then,

curiosity preening.

It

| aughs at

Andrew Cyril Macdonald considers the role of intersubjectivity in the poetic encounter with
place. He celebratefi¢ confrontations between self and locale and the challenge that occurs
in the fomenting of identity and independence. You can find his work in such pldces as
Long Story Short, Blaze VOX, Cavity Magazine, Down in the Dirt, Mineral Lit Mag, ODD
Magazine,Thorn, Green Ink Poetrgnd Unique Poetry JournaMhen not writing he is busy
caring for seven rescued cats and teaching a next generation of poets
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Laszlo Aranyi (Frater Azmonr)Obsession

Mesmeri zed, I wake from a floating dream
i nside the Seven Manifestations.
|l make coffee, my cigarette breaks its s]

in a spittoon shaped ashtray.

Frost yf ignhgesrtss, wi ckl ess, arm | ength, milk \
on the |iving dissection table.
Farther away: roowdeaewisngplsamiedesr .| i ke a web
The Known suggests from the Unknowneée, f
Severetdeadakal | s for fragmentary | egends

beyond this worldly hell,
the barely perceptible touch becomes a cripp
their messages are increasingly threatenin

nomuman hand written versesé

Eventually thehapmapel ess turns to s

the wat-eygdhbrteless begins to movedé

Transl|l ated by Gabor Gyukics

Laszlo Aranyi (Fratezmon) poet, anarchist, occultist from Hungary. Earlier books:

(szell em)vs8§laszok, A Nap ®s HolHhglishRdemsegyens ¥l ya
published:Quail Bell Magazine, Lumin Journal, Moonchild Magazine, Scum Gentry Magazine, Pussy
Magic, The Zen Spac€répe & Penn, Briars Lit, Acclamation Point, Truly U, Sage Cigarettes

Magazine, Lots of Light Literary Foundation, Honey Maeta Wave, Rside, Cape Magazine,

Neuro Logical, The Daily Drunk Mag, Unpublishable Zine, Melbourne Culture CoBearBua

Journal,Crown & PenDead Fern PressCoven Poetry Journallournal ofErato, Lothlorien

Poetry Journal Spillover Magazine, Mk Noir, All Ears (India), Utsanga (Italy)Postscript

Magazine (United Arab Emirates)The International Zinéroject (France), Swala Tribe Magazine

(Rwanda) Known spiritualist mediums, art and explores the relationship between magic
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Jasmina Kuenzh Resonance

When | met you

| was so lonely

My words would eat my skin

Crunch through the gristle and bone

| think about our sphtop figures

Gliding around the jewelry box in my head
The melody plays

And we spin until it all winds down

We dietogether

Amidst wealth

And nostalgia

| think about how it was

With sweat under my arms

Stumbling into you

The curly hair that was already receding
From your toeworried forehead

And the girl | walked in on

With your hand on her thigh

When you spoke to me
You plucked the strings
The resonance sent me humming

On the last day, we looked at each other
And we didnét stop
And | didnét say it

JasminaKuenzliis an author of poetry, creative nonfiction, and fiction and has been

published with Capsule Stories, Pidgeonholes, The Mark Literary Review and many others.
When s he iJasmibacan berfdurdiweightlifting, running, and holding impromptu
danceparties in her car.Her life goals include landing a back flip, getting legally adopted

by Dwayne AThe Rockod Johnson, and being a co
to thank Brenna and Sarah, who hear all these stories first, and Harry Sthess wunshine

distilled in a human being.
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Azainai Covert Sdi

Previously published in Th
Potted Purple Magazine

Azainais an 18 y/o poet and
photographer from Lahore,
Pakistan. Through art she tries t
find solace and a home in
§someone else’'s heavy heart.
~Instagram: @azainart

s " Blog: dearanxiousheart.art.blog



Courtney LeBlan¢ Truths: An Incomplete List

l.lcandot give my heart fully.

2. Except to my dog, she owns it al/|l

3.1ltds easy to confuse acceptance for happi
4.1 miss the dark splash of wine coloring n
5. 16ve almost completely stopped | istening
6. Someti mes | imagine your death.

7. 0r moreedgycumy | i fe after your deat h.

8 The bruised | eaves of fall are my favori:t
theydre dying, theybére lovely.

9. When | got my first mammogram | wondered
at allilt Helftusn pai n, no discomfort.

100.Monica Lewinsky did nothing wrong.
11.My sistaxi deessy, | 6ve grown fearful

of opening packages from her.

121 mi ss the sun on my skin, his hands in n
13l n my defense, | needed to feel beautiful
14.Cal | it a decade of deciding to stay.

Courtney LeBlanc is the author of the full length collectiBrquisite Bloody, Beating Heart
(Riot in Your ThroatandBeautiful & Full of MonstergVegetarian Alcoholic Press). She is
also the founder and editan-chief ofRiot in Your Throatan indepadent poetry press. She
loves nail polish, tattoos, and a soy latte each morning. Read her publications on her
blog: www.wordperv.comFollow her on twitter@wordpery and IG: @wordperv79
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LynneSchmidt WhenYouSayY o u Blat A&Poet

| want to tell you there is a poem
in your hands,
the way they sway by your sides

nearly next to mine ase walk together.

There is poetry in the first time | grabbed your arm,
my chronic icicle fingertips,

your furnace skin melting me.

There is a sonnet in the way you wink,
the sly smile you give me when youdéofe said s

laughter that devours the trees.

Your chest harbors a haiku,
the day you let me press my hands
against your-shirt,

and | realize that you can lose your breath without touching skin.

When you tell me youdbre not a poet,
| want to tell you,

you are, oh, you are.

LynneSchmidis the granddaughter of a Holocaust survivor, and mental health professional
with a focus in trauma and healing. She iIs t
Contest and author of the chapbooks, Dead Dog Poems (Figisime Press), Gravity

(Nightingale and Sparrow Press) which was listed as one of the 17 Best Breakup Books to

Read in 2020, and On Becoming a Role Model (Thirty West), which was featured on The

War drobeds Best Dressed f orasrecéi&dtheAMaiaer eness V
Nonfiction Award, Editordéds Choice Award, and
memoir and poetry respectively. In 2012 she started the project, AbortionChat, which aims to
lessen the stigma around abortion. When given the chHoyome prefers the company of her

three dogs and one cat to humans.
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Jenn Koiter- Why | Switched the Music Off

| wishthewordscameeasy like the sweetspill of time
throughfilms setin someideal past,the camergpanninglazily
acrossEEnglishcountrysidemisty greenagainstmistiergreen,
or following, in slow motion,awomanwalking, hertiny, perfectass
sewninto redsilk. O'Keeffecalledsingingthe mostperfect
form of expressionShesaid,becausd cannotsing,| paint

| wantto singsobeautifullythatl amfinally loved.

| wantto stopa muggingwith only the purity of my gaze.

| wantactorsto fight overwho playsmein the quietfilm,
thatwill getthestartakenseriouslyasanartist.

| believe.As theold joke saysof baptism,| seenit done.

| wasin love with a manwho swallowstheworld.

But heheldmein his cheeklike a stonehefoundin hisfood.
And look how | sleep:awakelate, lateinto thequiet,
thenhalf thedaygone.Theworld is not enoughwith me

in my hazeof fantasyor migraine,curtainsdrawn
againstheglareandthe heatof theday.

O singers) canonly listento somanysongs.

Jenn Kpmems and éssays have appeared in Smartish Pace, Barrelhouse, perhappened,
Ruminate, and other journals. She lives in Washington, DC with three gerbils named Sputnik,
Cosmo, and Unit. You can find her on Twitter and Instagram: @jennkoiter.

24



smoke












